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I CROSSED the boulevard Montparnasse, turned into
the rue Vavm, and pushed open a door, which closed
behind me
I found myself in Russia a sterile, out-of-date Russia
which lived on inexact letter-heads and memories An
advertisement on the wall announced that the Pavlograd
Hussais were holding their annual ball next Saturday, and
cordially invited all their old comrades in arms to attend
and bring their families with them Pots of salted cucum-
ber and red caviar were arranged on the counters Tm
dancing with tears in my eyes', sobbed the loud-speaker
Two waiteis were talking in undertones One of them
wore pmce-nc/, and his flabby cheeks were covered with
grey stubble Uncle i his white jacket the other had pre-
served the automatic action of standing to attention His
former arrogance mingled with a new-found servility
'How much money in the UlP' asked the older man
'Two hundred and forty francs/ replied the younger.
'I hope your family are quite well/ remarked the
cashier, as she handed back some change
'Two teas1' shouted another waiter Then he leant
over the counter 'I can recommend the honey It's real
Russian honey *
'Does it come from Russia ** asked the customer.
'No, but it's made by a Russian colonel m Montargis'
Thank you very much/ simpered the cashier,
c . 'cause the girl m my arms isn't you/ crooned the
loud-speaker
I knew one of the waiters He was a native of Harbin